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\vhich was the precise centre of the equilateral triangle formed
by these now quite stationary groups of people, all wondering
how they should avoid contact vdth one another, arose the tall
lean shape of Mother Legge's aged doorkeeper. Young Tewsy.
holding in one hand a large blood-stained fish which he had
just killed and in the other a long fishing-rod.
"I've a caught he! I've a caught he!"*1 he kept repeating and
gazed round him with the frantic gestures of one demanding an
audience.
Philip looked from the surveyor to the contractor with the air
of a monarch who asks his courtiers to rid him of an intrusive
churl.
"He's a tramp," said the Taunton man.
"He's one of the town's idiots," said the gentleman from Ever-
creech who was hoping for the death of his father-in-law in order
to inherit four Jersey cows.
But Young Tewsy was so anxious to tell the whole world of
his successful kill that he climbed up upon Cold Harbour Bridge
and held his catch in the air; waving it first in the direction of
Sam and Jiirmy and then in the direction of Lady Rachel. It
was enough for Lady Rachel that an old dilapidated beggar was
appealing to her in some way. She ran forward at top-speed to
the bridge, followed at a slow and indeed at a sulky pace by Mr.
Athling who began to feel extremely uneasy at the presence of
so many people. People seemed to be appearing from every
quarter of the horizon. Mr. Athling could see Sam and Jimmy in
one direction, Philip and his two companions in another, while
in addition to these he could perceive in the distance, on the
other side of the big field, a group of children, an old man, and
a cow with its head outstretched between wooden railings.
The sun was breaking through the clouds in so irregular a
manner that one stream of light fell upon the tall beggar wav-
ing the fishing-rod and another upon the children and the cow.
If Rachel Zoyland followed her hereditary instinct by rushing
to the spot where a flag of appeal or of disturbance had been
raised, Sam Dekker followed his hereditary instinct by running
at top-speed to where sn excited a fisherman was brandishing a